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: "1k, ESPAIR Or ſprung from great and | 
8 B) juſt Difgrace, . | 


In Malice rivals Hell's Apoſtate Race: 
Thus ſpirited, a bold inglorious Band 
Conſpir d to ſow edition thro the Land ; 
Stamping, uncautious Subjects to disjoin, 

Their own foul Image on the Royal Line; 

And rather choſe to ſink Themſelves, and all 
The Publick Rights, than not revenge their Fall. 
Falſe, they pretend to ſuccour injur'd Right, 
And prop th endanger'd Church with all their Might; 
When thoſe, who know them belt; can juſtly ſay, 
Had this vile Faction been allow'd to ſway, 

Firm as a Rock they would have deem'd the Church, 
And left the poor Impoſtor in the Lurch. 
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THrrs Inſolence to curb, the King prepard, 
Cruth'd the Rebellion, and the Rebel ſpar'd ; 
But tho thus doubly vanquiſh'd they are found, | 
Fetter'd by Arms, by Clemency unbound, 

The hardned Faction, to their Nature true, 
Dare ſtill their impious Calumnies renew, 

And in deſpite of Mercy paſt, deviſe 

To cheat th unwary Crowd with baſeſt Lyes: 

Painting the Wiſe, the Graceful, and the Good, 

As weak, unpoliſh'd, and regal'd with Blood. 


SHAME on their hated Colours! I have ſeen 
The Beaweons Life——Unſully'd and Serene #3 8 
Midſt all the Efforts of Malignant Spleen. 10 A ) 
Engaging Princes ! how, would All be bleſs'd,- — 
Did All but know the Benefits polleſs'd ! r 


How long will this Deluſion laſt, and Arts 
So vile and low, ſeduce unguarded Hearts! 
O] were the Beauties of your Form and Mind 
Leſs veil'd, and more refulgent to Mankind, 
How would the Object erring Rage diſarm, 
And Diſaffection into Duty charm? 

With what Diſdain and Trouble would they view 
Themſelves, with what tranſ porting Pleaſure, Yon ! 
Condemning both Deceivers and Deceiv'd, 

And envying Thoſe, who, without Sight, beliey'd! 
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Lay 


In our Religion, and our Liberties. // 
« Ineſtimable Bleſſings, which alone 
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To form no Words but what his Actions own. 
Go tell em to the S m/ede, and let them try 
If Britons will not fight for Liberty; 


Their Native Country to a Lawlefs Sway. 


Tell 'em at Rome to her Uſurping Prieſt, 
Tell em to the Pretender, his New Gueſt; : 
See if our Ark will to their Dagon yield, 


And Sacred Truth to Fal ſhood quit the Field. 


RELIOITON then and Liberty's the Word, 
For theſe will all true Britons draw the Sword; 


While Gyllenborg's full Bowls his Terror caſe, 


Wiſh the projecting Baron in the Sound. 
B 


And not like them, of Servile Mind, _— =D. 


And mourns his Citron e'er had croſs'd the Seas: 
And Friends ſtript of their Hundred Thouſand Found, | 
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(6) 
In vain Seditious Murmurers implore 
From Sueciu's falſe inhoſpitable Shore 
Inglorious Aid, and hire-Fandalick Hoſts | 
To fill with Foreign Troops their Native Coaſts: 
In vain they ſtrive with cruel Northery Swarms 
To ſpread the Realm, and aim by Gothick Arms 
To drench in Britiſh Blood the Briti ſp Ile; - 
And load th' Invader with her wealthy Spoil. + 
Great GEORGE ſhall ſend from Albion's lofty Tow'rs 
His Thunder to deſtroy th' invited Pow'rs, 
Who dare invade (Stu 28 ity unknown!) 
A potent Realm, yet can't defend their own : 
By heavy Woes'not to | Submiſſion bow'd, 
Haughty 1 in Hynger, and in Ruin proud. 
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UNCRATRFUI. Tribe ! Tae mad Attempts purſue, 
You'll not your Country, but your ſelves undo 
In impotent Revenge with Rage proceed, 
Foment new Falſhood; and new Scandal feed; 
You only make a harmleſs Malice known, 
We mock your Hiſſes, now your Stings are gone. 
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